218                 LETTERS  TO AN UNKNOWN

the condition of people who have them. It
is certain, however, that a Parisian, after
a few months in the country, does as the
natives do and becomes completely provin-
cial. This is sad for human intelligence.
Good-by, dear friend, good-by, and write
me.

CCLIV.

BIARRITZ, VILLA EUGENIE,

September 27, 1862.

DEAR friend, if the weather where you are
is similar to ours, you must take advantage
of it and not be in haste to return to the
asphalt of Paris. I am here, by the seaside,
breathing better than I have breathed for a
long time. The waters of Bagneres had
begun to hurt me greatly. I was told then
that it was so much the better. The fact is,
that as soon as I quitted Bagneres I lived
again; the sea air, and perhaps also the au-
gust food which I eat here, have cured me.
It must be said that there is nothing so abom-
inable as the cooking at Bagneres. There
are not many persons at the villa and these
only amiable persons, whom I have known of Paris, that they deplorey the same inexperienced cook.
